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was the occasion, if I remember rightly, of the solemn beatification of Joan of Arc. I was therefore all the more struck with the simplicity of our reception in his private study on the following day.
When we entered, the old man was seated in an arm-chair behind a large writing-table littered with papers and documents. He did not move as we advanced to kneel at his feet, except to turn towards us as, with two fingers raised, he gave us the Papal benediction. He then spoke to us for some time in French, asking interested questions concerning my husband's career and our private interests. His intellect and memory seemed as keen as ever, and his eyes were as bright as those of a duld, in spite of his ninety-one years.
He was dressed in a plain white cassock with the white gallium about his shoulders. On his white hair rested a crimson skull-cap which, together with his low open shoes of crimson, lent a vivid splash of colour to his otherwise all-white appearance. From his neck hung a gold chain to which was attached a large amethyst cross. His face and figure were so transparent and ascetic that one felt that a breath might at any moment waft him to that Heaven to which he so evidently belonged.
When our audience was at an end, he dismissed us with a gentle wave of his hand and a simple " Main-tenant, alhz, mes enfants / "ROME                              77
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